370                     A MODERN COMEDY
" I never bet," said Soames, " and I don't smoke."
" Time you began both. Look here, we'll spend to-
morrow learning to knock the ball! "
" Absurd ! " said Soames.
But in his room that night he had stood in his pyjamas
swinging his arms in imitation of Jack Cardigan. The
next day he sent the women out in the car with their
lunch; he was not going to have them grinning at him.
He had seldom spent more annoying hours than those
which followed. They culminated in a moment when at
last he hit the ball, and it fell into the river three yards
from the near bank. He was so stiff next morning in arms
and ribs, that Annette had to rub him till he said :
" Look out!  you're taking the skin off ! "
He had, however, become infected. After destroying
some further portions of his lawn, he joined the nearest
Golf Club, and began to go round by himself during the
luncheon-hour, accompanied by a little boy. He kept at
it with characteristic tenacity, till by July he had attained
a certain proficiency; and he began to say to Annette
that it would do her all the good in the world to take it
up, and keep her weight down.
" Merci^ Soames," she would reply; " I have no wish to
be the figure of your English Misses, flat as a board before
and behind." She was reactionary, ' like her nation';
and Soames, who at heart had a certain sympathy with
curves, did not seriously press the point. He found that
the exercise jogged both his liver and his temper. He
began to have colour in his cheeks. The day after his
first nine-hole round with Jack Cardigan, who had given
him three strokes a hole and beaten him by nine holes,
he received a package which, to his dismay, contained a
box of cigars. What the fellow was about, he could not
imagine ! He only discovered when, one evening a few